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For the exploitationeer, movie 
trailers are sometimes a welcome 
relief. The trailer, Bort of a 
celluloid hooker, typically barrages 
the audience with the pie's 
climactic scenes in which action 
upon action (with a liberal doBe of 
sex; it was a sad day when the MPAA 
started rating the previews) 1 b 
B trung together, tightly edited, 
then voiced over for maximum sales 
impact. 

Some might say, in a world 
where its more fun to "read about 
'em than see 'em," that trailers are 
better than the actual movies' 
themselves. It's hard to argue with 
that. Trailers are almost certainly 
more exciting than most any movie as 
a whole. Vhat, with 3-5 minutes of 
pure action as opposed to 90 minutes ’ 
of expository scenes padding these i 
same action scenes, how can one go ! 
wrong? With SLEAZMANIA, you can't. 
From the opening scene, "My name is 
Emile Franchell and I am a 
psychologist specializing in 
hypnotism. You are about to see a 
preview of the most fantastic 
advance ever to be made in the I 

history of motion picture 
entertainment called HYPNOVISTA!" We 
are then introduced to this stunning 
achievement (a swirling psychedelic 
whirlpool) and its eerie effects (an 
enticed lady getting her arm pierced 
with a needle and calmly saying, 
"Thank you.") Through the final 
clip, an, oddly enough, professional 
looking Fred Olen Ray Production 
called PRISON SHIP. In this 
visually exciting sales pitch, MTV 
etyle beauties scamper across the 
screen wearing nothing but the 
scimpiest of spacesuits, then are 
shown seducing each other and 
fighting off a grizzly mutant and 
itB crazed big-headed , midget 
commander. Great! 

Starting quite tame, the aptly ; 
titled SLEAZMANIA is in actuality a 
sleaze buff's "ROOTS." 
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SLEAZMANIA then takes the next 
10 or so minutes to journey us back 
through time to reveal the 1940's . 
striptease loop. Designed for horny 
servicemen, these are the type of 
things where you plop a quarter into 
the Blot, sit back in your private 
booth, and enjoy the show. A couple 
of the non-nude teasers actually do 
feature attractive women. 

Time gives way to ...the 
STRANGEST shackled love of all 

time THE LAST OF "PENITENTE, " 

an old mexican laugher noted for the 


YOU’VE NEVER SEEN ANYTHING 
LIRE THIS! 
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BCi-ne of u bunch of blue collar Joee 
carrying their own crosses in 
• ni lcipation of being crucified. 

"I is sogment ends with a reharh of 
Ihr lo/jii'e strip loops called FUN 
FOR ONE and HIDEAWAY GALS. 

Has SLEAZMANIA lived up to its 
name? Not yet, but give my regards 
to the incredible Tempest Storm, 
dancer in the the short, DESERT 
DANCE! 

THE FLESH MERCHANTS young 

girls seduced beautiful 

girls This seems to be a 

typical story of a hometown sweet 
young thing who turns to a life of 
ill repute with the help of 
"unscrupulous men in the black 
market of LOVE. .. .girls sold into a 
life of SHAME." Filmed in the 
quality mode of REEFER MADNESS. I 
aoutt that its "tragically true." 

Things heat up when the screen 
blares, "Now for the first time on 
our Bcreen, the strange twisted 
love life of a gorgeous, amourouB 
WRESTLING GIRL!" See PIN DOWN 
GIRLS, a great trailer containing 
absolutely no action. Just 
sensational phraBeB over boring 
still pictures. CURFEW BREAKERS 
continues the trend of extra obscure 
black and white trash flicks. If 
you don't blink, you may catch Lyle 
Talbot in the E.D. Wood obscuro 

of .1ATLBATT. the fit.nry of 


Published tri-weekly. Subscriptom 
are $4.00 a year, for postage. 
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men who HATE the law. 

Mondo style movies get their 
fair share of billing with MALAMU, i 
black and white KARAMOJA-style 
documentary. WEIRED claims the 
misspelled title card. "Nature in 
the raw," it boasts. 

The voice-over for VICE GIRLS 
1 b alone worth the price of rental. 
Somber Bounding at the beginning, 
yet chipper in the end, the narrator 
talks about a eleazo John who 
employee high-priced call girls that 

are, "more beautiful more 

exotic and better dressed.... 

should I say, undressed." 

A definate time warp is felt 
during an inane 1950'e commercial, 
paid for by a for-free TV coalition 
which equates a scaley monster to 
cable-TV. They had special interests 
groups back then? This SLEAZMANIA 
sure tarnishes the fond memories of 
the old folk. 

Some of my fondest memories 
from my drive-in days was of the 
between movie filler. Sometimes the 
highlight of the night was seeing 
the old scratchy late '50's 
commercial for SnithBf ield' s 
barbaque. "Captain John Smith and 
Pocfchantas aged their meat and made 
it Blow. They smoked it and they 
spiced it to put flavor at its best,' 
genuine Smithsfield barbaque 
surpasses all the rest," went the 
chorus as a dirtball with a 
toothpick in hiB mouth served the 
slop to an eager father and son 
amidst the concession stand decor. 
Anyway, some of Johnny Legend's 
favorite filler precedes the beBt 
preview on the tape, THE SMUT 
PEDDLER. 

The camera slowly dollies 
through an open keyhole to reveal 
perverted, slobbering Bicko pawing a 
blonde Barbie doll. Seething under 
hiB breath, he laughs, "Ha well, how 
do you like being a helpless victim 


SMUT PEDDLER pulling off Barbie 'b 
head. Laughing. Drooling. Coniving. 

A must see! 

Refusing to let up, STRANGE 
DESIRES introduces us to "ANN HOWE 
AND HER 48' e." This, another goo.l 
girl gone bad tale. Women from all 
"walks of life.... who by day are the 
secretaries, teachers, GO-GO 
DANCERS. . .women who degrad 
themselves in anyway," are paraded 
through the coneise clip. 

SLEAZMANIA waddles through a 
couple eexplolters, THE YOUNG 
SEDUCERS and SEX & THE COLLEGE GIRL, 
typical bottom of the biller TftA 
shows, to E.D. Wood's much 
anticipated but sadly lacking 
(except the drunken Criswell 
narration) ORGY OF THE DEAD. 

THE PSYHCIC ie noteworthy for 
Herechell Gordon Lewis 
photography. It's umistakeable. 
Shakey, poorly lit and badly framed, 
the visual look reeks of Lewis. 
Herschell's studio Mitchell did 
double time when he shot SHE DEVILS 
ON WHEELS by day, and JUST FOR THE 
htt.t. OF IT by night, both previewed 
here. The real treat is to hear 
Herechell read the overdubs himself. 
"New look in madness," the writer, 
director, producer, editor, actor, 
overdubber intones in hiB swiney, 
nasal drawl, "Destruction Inc*, 
smashing their way out of the 
screen, leaving a black hole. of 
hate!" If; 




only is BiimA^BanlA one Qf 
e Desk preView compilations maoe 
I (right along with THE BEST OF SEX I 
I ND VIOLENCE) it's an expose of the 
\ types of films our fathers sought 
out in their sleaze-searching days 
And better yet, its a sample of the| 
I films our sleazo-grandfathers made 
I Rent it! 


in my castle, pretty one? How do you 
like being a prison pawn to your 
master?" Nov raving, the crusty SMUT 
PEDDLER boasts of his "pleasure den 
of the absurd. . .come on in and watch 
a- dirty old man in action." In hie 
best Joe Spinnell he roars about 
"strange love desires that make a 
mockery of marriage." Weird Beenes 
of a 50 year old bizzaro licking a 
hooker's nylon covered feet and 
greasy geezers eating oyBterB and 
guzzling cheap wine while engaging 
in S » M permeate the grainy black ft 
white footage. It’s unlike anything 
I've ever Been. It end6 with the 
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A Tale of Supernatural LUST! 
in astonishing COLOR 


OCTOBER 21, 1985 

VIDEOMANIA encourages your 
correspondence. Write to 
VIDEOMANIA. 2808 Allegheny Ave 
Columbus, Ohio 43209 



